Flexmore     TO A CUTTLEFISH FOUND
Hudson           ON CHRISTIE'S BEACH
The circling shadows darken, your tentacles clutch
at the spume and the wrack of the storm, and you are lost,
lost in a universe of, wind and light,
as a foetus evicted from the dreamful dark of the womb,
It seems to me, estranged, eccentric cousin,
the expressive Will that doomed us to commit
the unpardonable crime of being born,
has botched our rhythms and obscured our sense;
we both of us are pretty curious works,
both undeciphered scribblings of our dead.
But, long ago, in the hot Azoic shallows
we had the same nativity, you and I;
and though our looks have changed, the same desires
tentacle all my depths of tortured mind:
so you shall be saved from the gulls and the lethal air.
Perhaps when crabs are mewing overhead,
sargassum waving coloured fruit on hills,
and the lingula yelping from dens in the blue rocks,
a billion years from now some storm will strand
a peculiar descendant of mine, and one of yours
will carry him back to his home in the crimson sea*
Good-bye, good-bye, young cuttlefish, good luck!
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